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When the Colorado Burst Its Banks and
Flooded the Imperial Valley g California

By EDNAH AIKEN

CHAPTER XiX—Continued.
PR, W

Maorshall's volee halted them. “Men
of the valley.,” The nudience, 2wnyed
agaln, listened. “Hear me. The riv.
er's running nway sgain down yonder
This I8 2 message from Mickard. It's
broken through the levee, It's started
for the wvalley, Now, who's golng to
stop 1t? Can you? Where's your
force, your equipment? Who can rush
to that eall but the company you nre
bounding? T gove you Farpday's mes-
sage. His hand's on the table, Not
another cent from him unless you
withdraw thbose sults. You say you
have glven me your answer, Black's
answer. Now the rlver pinys n trick,
It calls your bloff. Shall we stop the
rver, men of the yvalley? We ecun
Wil you withdraw your sults? You
eap, Whnt lg your answer now, lIme
perial valley t"

The scené broke into bedlam., Men
Jjumped to their chalre, to the velvet
rim of the hoxes, all talking, seream-
tog, gesticuluting at once, The Yellow
Dragon was never so fearfully visunl-
ised. Out of the chaon of men's volees
eama & womnn's shriek, "For God's
snke, save our homes,” It pltched the
panle pote, “Bave the wvalley! Stop
the river!"”

Marzhall's Indian eyes were reading
that mass of scared faces as though It
were a sheot of typed paper. “Barton,”
he called through the din, “Where's
Barton?'

Two men lifted Barton's puoy fig-
ara upon thelr shoulders, His vibrant
volca rolled ahove the shouting., *“The
valley withdraws s sults agalost the
compnny.”

“Then the compnny,” yelled Mar
shall’'s oratory, “the company with-
drawa the river from the valley!"
Pandemonium was loose, There were
cheers, nnd the sound of women sob-
bing. Barton was carrled out on the
shoulders of his henchmen, Black led
& crowd out, haraoguing to the street,

On the street, Marshall fell back to
MacLean, “That was n neat trick the
river threw In our hands' His volce
bad dropped from oratory; the de-

Gerty Welcomed Her Stiffiy.

elalming fire was gone from the black
eyes. “It's only a break In the levee,
Rickard suys he can control It; estl-
mates two weeks or so. It may cost
the O, P, a few thousand dollars, but
It saved them half s milllon. Now
we'll have that gnme of poker, Mac-
Lean!"

In the balcony, Hardln was staring
&t Brandon.

“If that
\ack "

wasn't ghe devil's own

CHAPTER XX,
A Soft Nook,

Innes traveled, gleefully, In a ca-
poose, from Humlin Junction to the
Heading. She could not stay away a
day louger! Never before had Los
dAngeled been a discipline. Why had It
tretted her, made her restless, home-
plek? Then she had discovered the
reason: history was golug on down
yonder. Golog on, without her, She
knew that that was what was pulling
her; that ouly!

The exodus of engineers had sturted
riverward in July, Qerty went with
Tom, and she had made It dlstinetly
clear that It was not pecessary for In-
pes to fellow them. Ridiculous for two
women to coddle a Tom Hardin! Un-
bess Innes had a specinl Interest!

Her pride had kept her away. But
Tom did not write; Gerty's letters were
sociul and unsutisfactory; the newspa-
per reports inflamed her, The day be-
fore she had wired Tom that she wus
eoming. Hhe had to be there at the
end |
{ Gerty welcomed her stiffly. Assum-
fng a consclentlons hostess-ship, she
nulu fire at her wanlng enthusiasms,

looked younger and prettioer,
Mer flush accentunted her chlldish fou-
tures which were smillng down her an-
moyapce over this ynlnvited vislt,

“We have all the home comforts,
haven't we? Why shouldno't we be coms
fortuble when we are to be here for
months? I'm golng to bhrave it oul=—to
the bltter end, even If 1 bake., It Is my
duty—" Bhe would inake her ntion
perfectly clear! “There ought to be nt
lenst one cozy place, one soft pook
that suggesis n woman's presence. We
hatve tenn here In the afternoon, some-
times, Mr. IRMekard drops n"  The
Inst was a delleate stroke,

“Afternoon tea? At the Front? Is
this modern warfore¥' The girl draped
her lrony with n smlle,

Gorty was steallng n plensed survey
In the mirror through the rough door
that opened inte the division called
her bedroom, The sunburned, uncons
solous profile of Innes wns elose (o her
owt, Pink and golden the hend by the
dnrk one, Hhe
than Innes
her,

“Wae are golog to dine on the Delta
tonlght,” She ploned up a “scolding
lock,” an ugly misnomer for her sunny
elinging corls! The mirror was requl-
sitloned agnin, “That's the name of
the new dredge, It was christened
three weeks ago, In chnmpagne
brought from Yumn.”

“You sald dine on the Deltn,
menn they have meals there?”

“You should see 1t cooved Gerty.
“It's slmply olegant,  It's o flooting
hotel, hns every convenience, The
eamp cook, Ling, has his hands full,"

“Golng to wenr that?” They were
gtanding now by the door of Gerty's
dressing tent.  Over the bed a white
Hngerie gown wns spread,

“I lve lo them, It's so hot,” shrugged
Mrs, Hardin,

“I'll lonk like your mald, Gerty 1" In-
nes' exelamation wis rucful, “I didn't
bring anything but khnkis, Oh, yes! I
remoember throwing In, the lnst minute,
two plgues to {1 up spree,”

“*Why, we have dances on the Deltn,
and Sundny evenlng concerts. You
knew the work at Laguna dam is heing
held up? The government men of the
Reclumation Service are down here all
the time.

looked younger even
Good humor returned to

Do you

But It's time to be getting
ready."
Later, Tom fintly refused to accom-
puny them,

“I thought as much."” Gerty shrugged
an alry Irresponsibility. Innes could
detect no regret,

They pnssed a cot outside the tent.
“Who sleeps there?"

“Tom.” The byes of the two women
did not meet,

Innes made no comment.

“He finds the tent stuffy.” Gerty's
lips wera prim with reserve. They
walked toward the river In sllence, As
they reached the encampment, Gerty
recovered her vivaelty.

“That's Mr. Rickard's oMce, that
ramada. Isn't It gualnt? And that's
his tent; no, the other one, MacLean's
is next ; there's Junior, now."

But his eyes were too full of Innes to
goe Gerty's dimples. The difference In
the qunlity of his greetings smote Gerty
like a blow. And she had never con-
sidered Tom's sister attractive, as a
posalble rival, Yet, after a hundshake,
she saw that to MacLean, Jr., she did
not exist,

Gerty was deeply plqued. Until now,
the fleld had been hers. She might per-
haps have to change her oplnlon of
Tom's sister, Boys, she had to econ-
cede, the younger men, might find her
attractive, boylshly congenial; older
men would fall to see a charm !

The arrangement at table annoyed
Gerty, The boss, MacLean explained
gully, would not be there for dinner.
He might come In Inter. Two men from
the Recinmntion Service tried to enter-
taln Mra. Hardin,

“It lsn't a battle” Innes looked
around the gay rectangle. *It's play "

The thought followed her that eve-
plng. Outside, where the moonlight
was sllvering the deck, and the gulet
river lapped the sldes of the dredge,
Jose's strings, and his “amigo's” throb-
bing from a dark corner, made the -
lusion of peace convincing, This was
no battle, It was easy to believe her-
welf ngaln at Mare Islnnd—the Delta a
crulser,

Later, Gerty passed her, two-step-
plng  divinely, Before her partner
turned his head, Innes recognized the
stiff back and straight polsed head and
daneclng step of Rickard. She admit-
ted he had distinetion, grodgingly, She
could not think of him except compara-
tively; always antithetically, balanced
nguinst her Tom,

“T'm tired; lot's rest here” TInnes
drew Into the shadow of the great arm
of the dredge. 'l'hl-,\r wntched the
dancers as they passed, MacLean play-
Ing the woman in “Pete's” urms, Gerty
with Rickard, two other masculine cous
ples. The Hardins were the only wom-
«n abourd,

It was becanuse of Tom that Innes
felt resentment when the uplifted ap-
peallng ¢hin, the lace rufMes Auttered
by. Tom, lylug outside an unfriehdly
tent !

It was casy, In that uncertnin lght,
to avold Rickard's glance of recopnl-
tlon. Hstrada, who had come aboard
with the munager, sought her out, and
thon Crothers of the O, P, Again, she
saw Rickard dancing with the lingerie
gown, There seemed to be no attempt

to cover Qerty's preference; for Rick-

ard, she wus the only woman ther
Becnuse she wns Tom's =lster, she hud
i right to resent M, to refose 1o mect
his eye, Small wonder Tom did not
come to the Delta !

Golng In with MacLean, Jr., to the
messroom for n L":il"n'i I!f water, ﬁhﬂ | LT
Rickard, on his way out, She man
nged to avold shaking hands with him
She wondered why she had consentid
to glve him the next wnlis,

“HeMl not Oind we" she determined
MacLenn followed her glodly to the
inrk corner of the deck where's Jow
guline wns then syncopiting an aeco
puniment to hig “amigo’'s" volee,

To her surprise. Rickard penetratol
her curtuln of shadows,

“Our dence, Miss Hardin?
‘Sobr' Lag Olag,’ ngaln, Jose,

The hand that barely touched his
arm wna stiff with antngonism, Bhe
told herself that he had to danece with
her—pollteness, conventlonnlty,
manded It. But, Instantly, she rmw
her resentment, and forgot thelr awk
ward relation, It was his dum‘luz,
Gerty's, then, that wns “superh."
body could find skill under the lt‘nd-
ship of that Irresistible step, And then
the motion ¢lnlmed her, She thought
of nothing: they moved as one to the
Hguid falling beat.

The musie dropped them sudden)y
solnting them ot the stern of the decl
The allence wane complele, Rickard
broke 1t to ask her what she thought of
the camp,

Her resentments woere reealled, 8h
blundered through her lmpression of
the lghtness, the gayely.

“A waork enmp does not have to b
solemn, You'll find all the grimn:
vou want If you look henenth the sur-
faee”

The gultnrs were tuning up.  "Shall
I tnke you back? 1 have this douce
with your sister.'

She thonght of Tom—on his lonely
cot outside his tent, She forgot thut
she had been nsked a question. 1o
was dancing again with Gerty ! If that
silly little woman had no seruples, no
fine feeling, thls man should at lenst
guard her. If he had been her lover,
he should be eareful ; he must see that
people were talking of them. She hod
seen the glances that evening! The
business relation between the two men
should Buggest tact, if not decency! It
WwWaS outrageous,

Riekard stood walting to be dis-
missed ; puzzled. Through the uncer-
taln light, her anger came to him, She
looked taller, older; there was u flume
of accusing passion In her eyes.

It was his minute of revelation. So
that wns what the camp thought! The
wife of Hardin—Hardin! Why, he'd
been only polite to her—they were old
friends. What had he sald to cull down
this sudden scorn? “Dancing—aguin—"
Had he been nll kinds of an ass?

“My turn, Miss Inpes!"” demanded
MacLean, Jr.

“Oh, yes,' she cried, rellef In her
tone.

Rickard did not claim his “dance
with Mrs. Hardln. He stood where
the girl had left him, thinking., A few
minutes later, Gerty swept by In the
arme of Breck. Later, came lunes
with Junlor; the two, thinking them-
selves unseen, romplog through o (wo-
step like two young children, He was
never ghown that slde of her. Goy as
A young Kitten, chatting merrlly with
MuncLean! BShould her eyes discover
him, she would be sgain the huughty
young womnn |

I1¢'d gone out of his way to be po-
Hte to the wife of Hardln, What did
he care whuat they thought? E¢'d fin-
ish his job, and get out.

A minute later, he was belng rowed
back to camp.

Glve us

CHAPTER XXI.
A Complete Camp.

“Complete, lsn't Y Estradn was
leading Innes Hardin through the enp-
glneers’ quarters.

“Yes, It's complete I

Her Brother had told her n. break-
fast thot morning how grandly hey
had been wasting time! She would
not let herself ndmire the precision of
the arrnngements, the showers back of
the white men's quarters, the mesguit-
shaded kitchen., Gerty's elaborate set-
tlilng wus of a plece, It would seom,
with the new mansngemoent, Houses
keeping, not fighting, then, the new
order of things!

Tom was afire to get his gate done.
She knew what It meéant to him: to
the valley. The flood waters had to
ha controlled. That depended, Tom
had proved to her, on the gate. And
the men dance and play house, as If
they were children, and every day
counting!

S|he thounght she was keeping her nes
cusations to herself, but Estrada was
wutching her Tace,

“We are here, you know, for n sloge,
Thers are wonths of work ahead, hot
months, hard months, The men have
got to be kept well and contented, We
enn't lose any time by slckness—" He
wonted to add “and dissensions.” The
split enmp was palnful to him, an Es-
trada. “Even after we finlsh the gute
If we do finish It—"

She wheeled on him, her eyes gleams
ing llke deep yellow Jewels, “You've
never thought we could finlsh it!"

'y Estrada hesitated over his answer,

“You are a friend of Tom's, Mr, Es-
| trada?"

"Surely! But I am alto an admirer
of Mr. Rickard, I mean of his methods,
I con never forget the levee™

She hod to neknowiedge that Rick-
nrd had scored there. And the burn-
Ing of the machinery had left n wound
that she still must salve,

“You have no confidence In the
gnte?"

“The conditlions
neged Estrada.

have changed,”
“"You've geen the moss.
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She Waved Her Hand Gayly.

tent? As It was planned, It was all
right, a hurry-up defense. Marshall
all along Intended the concrete gute
for the permanent Intake, Have you
seen the gnp the Hardin gate Is to
closa? Have you heard what the last
floods did to It? It's now twenty-six
hundred feet, and Disaster I[sland,
which your brother planned to anchor
to, swept away! If It cnn be done, it
will, you enn rest assured, with Rick-
ard—" he saw the Hardin mouth then
—“and your brother's zeal, and the
strength of the raflroad back of them,"

The camp formed a hollow trape-
glum; the Hardins' tents, and Mrs,
Dowker's, were Isolated on the short
parallel, Rickard's ramada and his
tent were huddled with the engineers’,
Across, townrd the river, behind Ling's
mesquites, began another polygon, the
cump of foremen and white labor,
SBome of these tents were empty,

“Ia this Mexico, or the States?”
asked Innes.

“Mexico.” She wondered why he
halted so anbruptly. She did not see,
for the glare In her eyes, a woman's
skirt in the ramada they approached.

datrada marched on.

Outside the ramada, the two women
met. Gerty's step carrled her pist
like & high-bred horse, Her high heels
cut Into the hard sand. There was a
suggestion of prance In her mien, She
wnved her hand gayly at the two,
erled, “How hot It 181" and passed on.

Innes saw Rickard at his long pine
table used for a desk.

“I ean see it all from here,” Not for
money would the sister of Tom Har-
din go in!

At table, that evening, her family
heard with surprise Gerty's nnnounce-
ment that they were to eat in the mess
tent with the men. It was too hot to
took any longer; this had been one of
the hottest days lu the year.

She expected to hear a protest to
the new arrangement from Tom, She
wiis to see n new development—sulien
resignation. If he would accept it, she
must not argue, Both sister and broth.
er knew why it was too warm to cook
any longer,

CHAPTER XXII.
A Viait te Maldonado.

Mra, Hardin's descent on the offlee
that afternoon was successfiul, but not
satisfactory, She hud found the man-
ager brief to curtness, She was glven
no excuse to lHnger, She traced Rick-
ard's manoer to the presence of Mae-
Lean, and snatehed at her cue, She,
too, could be businessiike and brief.
Her errand waos of business ; her man-
per should recommend her!

Ricknrd hond seen her making
stralght toward the ramada. It wuas
not the first time; her efforts to line
her nest had lopvolved them all and
often, Dut today, he waos In n bad
buinor,

“For the Lord's sake” he groaned
to MacLean as she approached.

MacLean's grin eovered rellef, He had
pever heard Ricknrd express himself
on the subjoct befcre. “The dead-set
Hardin's wite woas making at Casey,"
was the cholea gossip and speculation
of the young engineers on the Delia,
MacLean had a bet up on the outcome.
He grinned rpore securely.

“1 am nol golng to spare aay more

lcurpcutcr.s.“ growled Rickard, It was

an inausplelous day for Mrs. Hardin's
vigit, Things hnd gone wrong. Vex-
atlons were plling up. A tiit with Har-
din thnt morning, a telegram froin
Marshall; he wus feeling sore. Dese
perately they needed labor, Wooster
had Just reported, venomously, It ap-
peared to Ricknrd's gpleen, Increasing
drunkenness among the Inmdians.

Gerty's ruffies swept in, Her dress,
the hlus mull with the lace medalllons,
accented the hue of her eyes, and
looked dellelously ecool that glaring
desert dny. Her parasol, of pongee,
wn# lined with the same baby hue.
Her dointy falrness and childish af
fability should have mide an oasls in
that strennous duy, but Rickard's dis-
Integration of temper was Lo0 comm
plete, He rose atiilly to meet her, and
his manner demanded her errand.

She fold it to him, plaintively, Her
eyes were appeanling, Infantile, Would
it be too much to ask, would Mr,
Rickard mind In the least, he must be
perfectly fronk and tell her if they
would be In the way at all, but while
thizs hot spell lasted, could they, the
three of them, eant In the mess tent
with the men?

“Surely I Rickard met It heartlly.
She wonld find it rough, but If she
could stand It, yes, he thought It a
good idea.

And then there wag nothing for her
to do but go. Her retreat was grace-
ful, without haste, dignified. She
smiled a farewell at MacLean, who
was waiching the approach of Innes
Hardin and Estrads. Rickard did not
see the aborted entrance of Haordin's
glgter and the young Mexlenn, He
was Itchiog to be at his work.

He let out a grow!l when Mrs, Ilar-
din was out of earshot,

“Shucks! What In Hallfax do wom-
en come to n place llke this for?
There's Hardln—bringd In two women
to cook for him, and now, plense may
they all eat with the men?"

Hia secretary subdued a chuckle.
He was visuanlizing & procession of
hoxes of cholee Huvapas—from Bode-

feldt, Hamlin and the rest of the
gang. He need not buy a smoke for
0 year,

Rickard threw himself back In his
chalr. “Take this letter, MacLean. To
Marsghall,” Then his worry diverted
him. “Who.in thunder 1% selling liquor
to my Indlans?"

“Hold on: that letter can wait, You
get the horses up, MacLean, and we'll
ride down to Maldonado's, It's his
place to stop thig lquor business, not
mine."

A few hours Iater they were ap-
proaching the ndobe walls of Maldo-
nado. They found the gate locked. A
woman, whose beauty had foded Into
a tragle whisper, a ghastly twilight of
suggestion, came to thelr knock, and
unbarred the gate for the white
strangers. Mystery hung over the In-
closure like a pall

Rickard told hig errand, Maldonado
sputtered and swore, By the mother
of Mary the Virgin, that thing would
be stopped. He showed to the senors,
with pride, his badge. He was a ru-
rale; he was there to uphold the law.
He had ennght some of those drunken
Indiansg on the rond. He had brought
them here,

Meldonadn showed three men In a
locked shed, deep In drunken stupor.
He thought the llquor was obtalned
somewhere bnek In the sandhills, He
would find the place. But the senor
must be patient; his hands were so
full.

Both men were glad to get away
from the place and Maldonado, Ob-
viously he was a brute; undoubtedly
he was a llar.

CHAPTER XXII1.

A White Woman and a Brown.

For a few weeks Mrs. Hardin found
the mess tent diverting. Before the
Deltn bad expanded the capacity of
the enmp her soft nook had been over-
taxed, her hospitallty stralned. The
men of the reclamation service, thrown
into temporary inactivity, were eager
to anccept the opportunity created for
another. Falling that other, her zeal
had Aoaggoed. Events were moving
quickly nt the brenk; Rickard was ab-
sorbed, Mrs, Hardin rold herself that
it was the hent she wished to escaipe;
not to her own ear did she whisper
that she was following Rickard, nov
that the percolantor und chaling dish,
her shelves und toy kitchen were a
wasted effort, She kept on good terms
with herself by lgnoring self-confl-
dences,

Rickard, the
slowly,

unfolded
took his meals irregalarly. His
breakfust was gulped down before the
women appeared; hls dinners where
he found them,

“No wonder!" reflected Gerty Har-
din., *Ling's cooking 18 so bpd.,” Small
wonder the manager foraged for his
menls,

Bhe warked oot n mission ns she
lay across her bed that hot afternoon,
Her duty became so eolear that she
could no longer le still, Immedotely
she must retrieve her weeks of ldle-
ness 3 what muost Rickard thiok of her?
She buttoned herself thoughtfully into
a frock of pale colored muslin, cream
slipping toward eavary. White was
too glaring on & red-hot day like this,

di sravery

Pink was too hot, blue too definite. AN
parasol of pastel green, and ghe looked
like a sprig of fragrant mignonette,

8he found the open space of the
trapezinm  swarming with  stronge
dark faces, So sllent thelr coming Ak
had not heard the arrival of the tribeay
She isolnted the Cocopahs, stately s
bronze statues, their long halr stream-
Ing, or wound mud-caked under the
brilliant  headcloths, Foregathering
with them were men of other tribes ;!
these must be the Yumns and Degul-
nos, the men needad on the river.
These were the men who were to work
on the rafts, weave the great matd
fresses, A sqund of short-halred P
mag with thelr squaws and bables
and thelr gaudy bundies, gaped at the
falr-halred womnn as she passed. The
central space was filling up with P4
mne and Marvicopas, Papugoes, tool
she knew them eollectively by theln
ghost halr. These were bhrush cutters.
This, then, meant the beginning off
real activity, Tom would at last bn
gatisfied, He would no longer sul
und roge alternately at the hold-up of
the work,

Before sghe reached Rickard's rma<
madn =he spw that another womam
wns there, She enueht an Impassioned
gesture,  Her only surmise rested on
Gerty saw that she was dark
she looked the hmlfbread, The brown
womnn dréew back as the white womamn
entered. Gerty semlled an giry reas-
sirnnee, She herself would wait, 8he
did not want to be hurrled. Bhe tol®
Rickard that she had plenty of time.

“There 18 something von want to tell
me?"  Rickard's patlence was cour-
teous but firm. He would hear her ar-
rand first, Gerty, remembering the
imploring attitude of the stranger, de-
termined that she would not be sent
nway.

“WIll you excuse me, senorn? It
will be only s minute

She was to tell her errand, and
briefly | Gerty swept past the intruder,

“8it down, Mrs. Hardin.”

Resenting the Inflection, she enld
she wounld stand., Her volee was a
little hard, her eyes were veiled, as
she told her mission. Her usual flo-
ency dragged; she felt a lack of sym-
pathy. In short, she proposed n com-
missnry departient, herself in charge.

“I'd ke to feel I was of some use,™
urged Gerty. “My heart 18 bound up
in this undertalkting; If I'm allowed to
stay, I'd ke to help along. This is
the only way I ean, the woman's way.”

“Aren't you taklng a good deal on
yourself, Mrs. Hardin?"

Then #he forgnve hls hesltatlon
quite, ng It was of her he was think-
ing. “Not If it helps." Her voice was
low and soft, as if this were n secret
between them,

“Why, of course, anything you want,
Mrs, Hardin." And, remembering her
former position, he added, *The camp's
yours ag much as mine"

A glad smile rewarded him., She
went out, reluctantly. Thera was a
new significance In MuocLean's absence
from the ramada. What could that
woman have to say that MacLean
must not hear? For the first time
the weak tenure on her old lover came
to her. Not a sign had he yet given
aof thelr nnderstanding, of the plquang
situatlon. Themselves old sweathearts,
thrown together In this wilderness
What had she bullt her hopes on? A
word here, a translated phrase, or
magnified glance. She would not ham
bor the new worry. Why, It would be
all right. In the meanntime she wonld
show them all what a woman with
executive abllity could do.

“Sit down, senora,” sald Rickard te
the brown womean, Mualdonado's wife,
“Don't be frightened. We won't let
him hurt you." Rickard wvulgarized
his Castillan to the reach of her rude
dinlect. FFamilier ags was Rickard with

Innes,

the peons' speech in thelr own coune

A Woman Unbarred the Gate,

try, he conld not keep up with her
story, Lurld words ran past his ears.
Out of the jumble of abuse, of shame
und misery he enught a new note,

“You sny Maldonado hlmself sells
liquor to the Indlans?®"

“Rsh, senor!” Someone might hear
him! She looked over s terrifled
shoulder. That had. slipped out, the
selling of the llguor, She could have
told her atory without that ; she want-
ed to deny It. Relentlessly Rickard
made her repent it, acknowledging the
truth.

“What mnkes you tell me now?*
Rickard hunted for the uleer., He
knew there wins n personal wrongy
“What has Maldonado been dolng to
vou? Haps he left you?"

(TO llh. (‘{JNTINI ED.)

The consumption of newsprint pa-
per by the dally, weekly und monthip
publieations of Australly runs sboug
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